ON THE PAMIRS
We crossed a desert of gravel that stretched in a vast bank
along the foot of the Kuen Lun range. Then we came to a
mountain valley full of fresh, vivifying air. Wu, the second
of our soldiers, let his rifle fall into the water when his horse
stumbled in the passage of a rapidly-flowing river. He was
distracted. What was he to do? Some natives who came
along were mobilized, literally roped in, for they roped them-
selves together so as not to be knocked over by the current,
and, up to their waists in water, proceeded to sound the rocky
bottom of the river. Their search was successful. And that
very evening, our two Chinese grew so excited at seeing
whistling marmots for the first time that they fired at them.
But they had no success, apparently because Liu shut his eyes
when he pulled the trigger! The only structures in these
deserted valleys, where the nomads camped but rarely, were
those of the dead. From a distance, the stone Moslem
mausoleums, rising very close to each other, looked like eggs
in square egg-stands.
Towards evening on the fifth day Peter, still in his shorts,
and now shivering in an unexpected mist, was an object of
pity. He pretended to be surprised that there was no longer
any sunshine and talked of plunging head first into his
sleeping-bag as soon as he could lay hands on it. We waited
for our slowly moving caravan in the shelter of a cave. Liu
arrived first, bringing a strayed sheep for the pot and feeling
very proud of himself. Clearly it is not only wolves that lost
sheep have to fear in those parts of the world,
On the Mountain Top.
At the end of the next day's trek we set up the tent at
Kashka Su, close to three Kirghiz yurts where the people
gave us smoked yak cream.
According to the map our route that day passed close to the
Mustagh Ata, an important mountain towards the north of
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